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Mother, where's my fountain pen? 
Wonder if it's lost again! 

Had it last week, when I wrote 
Cousin Millicent a note. 

Got to find it pretty soon, 


I can't wait for it till noon! 


Yes, I've looked; looked everywhere, 


Table, lounge, and morris chair. 
Some one’s had it, | suppose— 

Laid it down where no one knows. 
You have found it? Oh, that's nice! 
Knew you could, if you'd look twice! 
In the kitchen, on the shelf? 

Why, I put it there, myself? 
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Mother, where's my pencil box— 
That one with the lid that locks? 
Had it yesterday, I know, . 
Showing it to Dolly Moe. 

Won't you help me? I'll be late! : 
There go Dorothy and Kate! 
Wonder where that box can be— 
Seems to try to keep from me! 
Must be in some little nook— 


Mother, won't you help me look? 
On the study table? Yes! 


You know everything, I guess. 
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Mother, where's my catcher's mitt? 
Saturday I played with it, 

Practicing with Eddie Bunce— 

Never missed a ball but once! 

All the grades will have a nine 

And I want to catch for mine. 

Now, I've got to have that mitt— 

Help me, just a little bit! 

Where's it gone? It's not in here! 

Well, you've found it! Thank you, dear! 
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Mother, where's my jumping rope? 


Hasn't run away, | hope! 
Seems I have to keep it tied, 
Or that rope will go and hide! 
Sure, I put it safe away, 

After playing yesterday! 

In the closet in the hall? 
Thank you, Mother, that is all. 
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Mother, where's my football, now? 
Lost! I don't know where or how! 
Brought it downstairs yesterday, 

So I'd have it sure today; 

But I don't know where it's gone— 
No, it isn't on the lawn! 

I've searched attic, cellar, shed— 
Everywhere, except my bed! 

Did you say it's on the floor, 

J ust inside the closet door? 
Whoop! Just let me at it, quick! 
Thank you, Mother: you're a brick! 
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Good-by, Mother, we must run, 


Or we'll miss a load of fun. 
Genevieve and George and Joe 
Went a half an hour ago. 
Twenty minutes now till nine! 
Mother, everything is fine; 
Kiss us, Mother, we must run, 


Or we'll miss a load of fun. 
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Wart To 


Lillian KCrarg 


Mrs. Rabbit had just told her son Peter that he must carry a 
message to a neighbor who lived quite a distance away. She knew 
where there was some nice, tender lettuce and she wanted to share 
it with her friend. Now, Peter did not want to carry a message. 
He did not want to work; he wanted only to play. 

“I know what I'll do,” he said to himself, when he was out 
of sight of his mother. “I'll run away from home. I'll go and 
live with somebody who won’t make me work. Then I'll just stay 
out in the fields all day and do nothing but play.” 

So he gave a skip and a jump and hopped away. He hopped 
down the road, across the field, and into the wood. There he met 
Mr. Squirrel. 

“Please, Mr. Squirrel,” he said, making his best rabbit bow, 
“may I live with you?” 

“Why, certainly!”” said the squirrel, sitting up and stroking 
his whiskers with his little paw. ‘““Why, certainly, if you will help 
me gather in my nuts for the winter.” 

Peter Rabbit’s eyes grew big and round with surprise. ‘Do 
you work, too?” he asked. 

“Of course,” said Mr. Squirrel, with a whisk of his tail. “I pride 
myself that I am the busiest person in the forest.” 

“Then I don’t want to live with you,” replied Peter Rabbit, 
and with a jump and a skip he hopped away. He hopped through 
the wood and into an orchard. There in the path he met an ant. 
She was walking very fast. 

“Please, Mrs. Ant,”” said Peter Rabbit, speaking very rapidly 
for fear she would be out of earshot before he could finish what he 
wanted to say, “please, may I live with you>?” 

“Why, certainly,” she said, “if you will help me lay in my 
winter store. You are so large that you can carry very heavy loads. 
Come with me.” And she hurried on her way. After she had gone 
a little distance she looked behind her to see why Peter Rabbit did 
not come on. And—will you believe it>—all she could see was a 
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gray streak with a funny, stubby tail at the end of it, for Peter Rabbit 
was going in the opposite direction as fast as he could hop. 
At last he had to stop to rest. While he was resting, a bee 
came flying along and lit on a clover blossom beside him. 
“Please, Mr. Bee,” said Peter Rabbit, bowing low, “may I 
live with you?” 
The bee looked him over thoughtfully. “‘Certainly,”’ he buzzed, 
ral “Sf you will help 
gather in honey. 
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work and I'll take 
you if you will work 
hard.” 

But Peter Rab- 
bit did not hear the 
last word, for he was 
hopping away as fast 
as he could. He 

iWin hopped on and on 
f} until he met Mr. 
Robin. Mr. Robin 
was scratching for 
Robin,” said Peter 


Rabbit, now speak- 
ing in a_ pleading 
tone, “may I live 
with you?” 

Mr. Robin 
paused in his scratch- 
ing, and looked up. 
“Why, certainly!” 
he said cocking his 
head on one side, “but I’m going to fly South for the winter soon. 
Can you fly >” 

Peter Rabbit shook his head and hopped away. He hopped 
so fast that he did not look where he was going, and the first thing 
he knew, he bumped up kerplunk! against Mr. Bear. At first Peter 
Rabbit was frightened, then he saw that Mr. Bear’s eyes were twin- 
kling and he knew that this was a friendly bear. 

“Please, Mr. Bear,” he said, “may I live with you?” 
“Certainly,” growled Mr. Bear, “‘if you will sleep all winter.” 


“T’ll run away from home.” 
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Peter Rabbit stared at Mr. Bear a moment, then with a skip 
and a jump he began hopping in the direction of his home. He hopped 
as fast as he could, for he wanted to carry the message for his mother; 
he did not want to store away nuts, or work for the ant, or make honey, 
or fly South, or sleep all winter. 
Geo. L. CARTLICH 
I'd like to be a woodland thrush 
One golden summer day, 
And sing above the garden where 
My little brothers play. 
I’d then fly out to Grandma’s house, 
Perch on her window sill, 
And while she made some apple tarts 
I’d sing my sweetest trill! 
Then in the sleepy afternoon 
I'd fly to Aunty Joy, 
And sing a dainty lullaby 
To her new baby boy. 
But when my vesper hymn was done 
And friendly sun had fled, 
I’d want to be just me again, 
Safe in my little bed. 
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How Game Through 


WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Jimmy Hardesty’s father has been injured in an accident. His mother, 
father, and baby sister, Rosamond, have moved to a small cottage by the beach. 
It is necessary for his mother to do her own work, and she needs Jimmy’s help. 
He feels that to help with the housework and the baby is not manly. Through 
the kindness of his father’s friend, Guy Fallison, Jimmy is taken on a camping 
trip, where he meets Plucky Mathison. Plucky’s mother is a widow, and he 
is trying to fill his father’s place by helping her. Plucky tells Jimmy how his 
prayers are being answered. He also tells him how he can help his parents 
while his father is unable to work. Jimmy arranges to buy some hens. Loony 
Pete helps prepare the hen house. Jimmy spends Sunday with Plucky. Mrs. 
Mathison and Jimmy become good friends. Jimmy gets a position in Mr. Doyle’s 
grocery store. The chickens are delivered to Jimmy and placed in the new yard. 


Chapter XVI 


_ The hens settled right down to business, laying from fifteen to 
twenty eggs a day. There were several days when the number of 
eggs went over that amount, once or twice totaling a round two 
dozen. On Tuesday afternoon Jimmy had started working for Mr. 
Doyle, and at the end of four weeks he had furnished his mother with 
twelve dozen eggs and had paid for the chickens and all of their feed. 

That was a triumphant hour for Jimmy, an hour in which he 
realized several important facts: that work is honorable and good for 
a boy; that it is better to give than to receive; and that if one wants 
a — hard enough and proves himself good enough, God gives it 
to him. 

At the end of the fifth week after Jimmy had started working 
for Mr. Doyle, the delivery wagon drove up to the Hardesty’s cottage 
and a box of groceries was left on the back porch. 

“Oh, wait a minute!”” Rose Hardesty called. Then as she ran to 
the door she explained: “I am sure there is some mistake, as I did not 
order groceries today.” 

“Jimmy Hardesty put in the order and packed them, so I guess 
it’s all right,” the boy called back as he hurried on. 

Down on the floor Rose knelt, all excitement. The box was 
filled with such things as she had not felt able to buy lately: candied 
ginger, imported cheese, jars of delicate preserves, jellies, asparagus, 
mushrooms—dainties they loved and had been denied recently. 

“To think of his being so thoughtful!” She ran in to tell her 
husband. “‘O Serge, how could we ever have thought Jimmy selfish? 
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Why, the things must have amounted to all of his week’s earnings. 
Imagine the boy’s working an entire week to give us this pleasure.” 
Her blue eyes were glowing with mother pride. 

“No man was ever more proud of a son!” Serge declared. 
“‘And never mind what he spends, Rose; it’s making a man of him, 
and we will make it up to him later on in a dozen different ways.” 

The very next week the hens “laid down on the job.” Upon 
gathering the eggs Jimmy was shocked to find not more than fifteen, 
more often only ten. Quickly the number dropped down to six or 
eight a day, then two—occasionally four—became the daily average. 
This new phase of the chicken business upset the boy’s calcula- 
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The hens settled right down to business. 

tions. He had quite counted on getting from twenty to twenty-four 

eggs every day in the year, and he immediately jumped to the con- 

clusion that he must have left something undone for the hens’ personal 

comfort. To add to his distress, the price of eggs jumped from 

— to eighty cents a dozen. Without further delay, he sought 
ucky. 


““‘Why, Curly, hens have to rest, same as folks!”” came from 


Plucky. 
“Rest?” Jimmy echoed, faintly. 
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“Sure! It’s molting time, that’s what’s the matter,” he went 
on to explain. “They will mope around now for a while, eating a 
lot and giving nothing in return, but after that’s over they will get 
down to business again, and do all the better for the rest.” 

Jimmy deplored the fact that his hens should have taken a notion 
to molt, just at the very time when eggs jumped up in price. 

“That’s the reason why they did go up, Curly,” Plucky argued. 
*“Y ours are not the only 
hens loafing. Why, 
even our big bunch 
of layers are only giving 
us about a dozen eggs 
a day. When eggs get 
scarce, the price soars. 
Hens are resting, so 
folks have to pay the 
price for the scarcity of 
eggs.” 

Jimmy returned 
home in a more cheer- 
ful frame of mind. At 
least his chickens were 
not the only ones on a 
strike, and he admitted 
that they did have a 
right to take a rest. 


Chapter XVII 


Wy * Mr. Doyle liked 
Jimmy, and_ things 
worked smoothly dur- 
ing his hours at the 
store. He did not find 
quite so much time for 
play, but when he did 
get out with the boys 
between working hours 
he discovered a keener 

enjoyment of things than he had ever experienced before. 

At first the boys thought it a big joke for him to be working in a 
grocery store and taking care of chickens, but by degrees they began 
to admire his pluck. Within thirty days from the time he had made his 
plunge, he found that most of the boys were inclined to look up to him. 


His eager hands sought the boy’s shoulders. 
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That gave Jimmy a certain amount of satisfaction, while at the 
same time he held in mind something that Mrs. Mathison had said 
about not letting success turn one’s head: “All good things in life are 
just lent to us by a loving Father. A proper pride in the possession of 
these blessings is a just expression of gratitude, but if a false pride 
should step in, then we are in danger of having our precious loans 
withdrawn.” 

Jimmy’s father was now walking about and using his arm again, 
and the firm with which he had been associated was urging him to 
return to work as soon as possible. While his body had been mending, 
Serge Hardesty had been doing a lot of thinking. He was convinced 
that through ability and association he was able to command a splendid 
following in his profession; he knew that the firm realized it, and he 
resented their having cut off his salary when he was helpless, and the 
overtures they extended now that he was almost ready for work again. 

Above all things he desired to go into business for himself, but 
with a wife and family dependent upon him he hesitated as to the 
wisdom of such a venture. One evening as he walked on the beach 
with Jimmy, he explained to him, in part, just how he felt toward his 
firm, and his rather hopeless desire for independence. 

“Dad,” the boy’s eyes were filled with honest enthusiasm, “you 
can go into business right now, if you start in the right way.”” Squaring 
his shoulders after the manner of Plucky, he added with assurance: 
“T know!” 

“Just what do you mean, Son?” his father questioned, indul- 
gently. 

“You first make your mind clean, Dad, like white canvas, and 
then you paint a picture on it of the thing you want. If it’s right 
for you to have it and you keep on brushing the ugly thoughts out 
of your mind—and don’t lose faith—God lets the picture come to 
life. That’s how he answers prayer.” 

“Why, Jimmy!” Serge Hardesty’s dark eyes caressed his son, 
while his lips refused to say more. To think that while he had been 
sitting in judgment over the boy, the lad had been fighting a spiritual 
battle unassisted. The man suddenly realized that they two were 
meeting for the first time on a higher mental plane, and the conscious- 
ness of what it might mean to both of them made him very happy. 

“I know it’s true, Dad,” the boy announced triumphantly, 
“because that’s how I got my chickens.” 

The two talked together that night as never before, and when 
the man finally went to bed, he lay for a long while thinking of 
the things that his young son had told him. 

First, the mind must be made clean, then the picture of one’s 
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desire must be painted thereon—and God would do the rest. “The 
thing is impossible!”” wedged its way into his man-hardened con- 
sciousness. But, there were Jimmy and Plucky and Mrs. Mathison 
to testify to the truth of it. Tossing restlessly, he allowed his thoughts 
to wander aimlessly until all of a sudden he found himself questioning: 
“Am I less of a man than my small son? If, all unaided, Jimmy 
has found the way, could I do less than follow?” é 

From that moment he began dismissing from his mind all dis- 
cordant thoughts—envy, resentment, impatience, discontent—and in 
their place he hastened to plant feelings of good will toward all men. 
He would not hold ill will toward his firm another day. While conf- 
dent that his best work could be accomplished through independence, 
yet he resolved that if he should have to return to his old job, he would 
take hold cheerfully and give the best of service. 

So, as the days passed, Serge Hardesty was set free from a 
bondage that had held him slave, and in the light of a new-found 
wisdom he started painting his mind picture. 

At the end of a week, his firm’s expressed desire for his return 
became urgent. He felt that he was ready for work. His muscles 
seemed to be straining to be in action, yet he had not replied to his 
firm’s several communications, because of a high hope in his heart that 
bade him wait. 

It was on Saturday morning that the thing happened. He had 
returned from a walk and was stretched out on a porch chair, when 
a high-powered roadster was driven up to the house. A man stepped 
out and started up the path. “Clavering!” came from Serge as he 
jumped to his feet. 

The man who hurried toward him was the sort that would 
inspire admiration wherever he might go. Built like a builder of 
beautiful things, every part of his splendid body radiated fineness 
and strength. ‘“‘Clavering, one of the celebrated architects of the 
country—why should he be here>?” ran through Serge’s mind in little 
hopeful thrills. ‘With hand outstretched, the man came up the steps 
as Serge hastened to meet him. 

“Tt gives me immense satisfaction to see you looking so fit, 
Hardesty,” and taking a proffered chair, he continued: “I’ve had 
my eye on you for a good while, young man, and was coming to 
see you about the time the accident occurred. Then I lost track of 
your whereabouts, and it was only this week that I was able to locate 
you again.” Leaning over, he placed a friendly hand upon the arm 
of Serge’s chair. “It is a selfish motive that has brought me here, 
Hardesty; I am in need of a man like you to assist me.” 

“Go on.” Serge’s voice was scarcely above a whisper. Was 
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he so very weak, he questioned, or was he excited over what Clavering 
was about to say? Then—it was neither the one nor the other, 
he told himself; he was rather sensing the triumphant heralding of a 
vital truth—that God does hear and answer prayer. 

“T’m up to the neck in big contracts,” Clavering went on to 
explain; “I have plenty of men to handle the actual work, but what 
I need is a capable man who will operate with me, shoulder to 
shoulder. Hardesty, after careful observation, I have come to the 
conclusion that you are the man who can fill that place. Now tell 
me, does the proposition appeal to you?” 

The next half hour was given over to details. The salary 
named was almost twice the amount that Hardesty’s firm had paid 
him, and Clavering had added: “If we work well in harness, at the end 
of a year I shall propose a closer business relation.” 

Before the man’s car had rolled out of sight, Serge was hurrying 
down the steps and across to the park, where Jimmy was playing 
tennis. When the game was finished the boy ran over to where 
his father was waiting, and together they turned toward home. Un- 
der the massive branches of a rubber tree, Serge stopped short. 

“Jimmy,” his eager hands sought the boy’s shoulders, “‘the 
picture that you told me to paint has become a living thing. I—Son, 
Clavering, the big architect, has just left the house, and |’m to start 
with him next week at a salary that will lift every small worry from our 
shoulders!” 

“That sounds good!”” Then the boy became suddenly serious. 
““Dad, when a person really gets to know God, doesn’t it seem as if 
He’s almost close enough to touch?” 


(To be continued) 


TO EACH GOOD WORDS CLUB MEMBER 

Are you sending in your report of the happiness and the good 
that your use of good words is bringing you? 

You do not know how eagerly we read your letters that tell of 
your experiences with good words. 

Let each member of the club send in his report, that we may use it 
to tell others how they can become happy by the use of good words. 
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Dear Wisdoms: 


This letter is written at Salt Lake City. 

My hotel room faces the east—toward the lovely moun- 
tains. There are mountains to the west, but they are farther 
away. When one looks down on the city from the high lands 
of the eastern mountain slopes it seems to be a magical city 
floating on a sea of shimmering light. 

‘To the north and west is Great Salt lake. In parts the 
shores of this lake are of salt. This salt is quarried in large 
blocks. It is quite pure, and but little work is required to make 
it ready to season your breakfast oatmeal. 

The mornings here are so beautiful that they awaken me. 
I go to a window and look out. The mountain slopes are 
dark, almost black. But the crests of the mountains are out- 
lined against a light that is the first hint of the coming day. 
The light melts into dimness above, as it meets the darker 
shades of the sky, where night still lingers. “The morning star 
shines above the mountain rim. It is so clear and so beautiful 
that I think of it as the loveliest gem from the mines of heaven. 

The mountain tops, the light, and the star say “Good 
morning!’ to me. After a time they speak to the birds and 
awaken them. Then the birds say ““Good morning!” to me. 

When day comes, the clouds look over the tops of the 
mountains. Some of the clouds seem shy, some seem bold. 
Some are swift, some are slow. All are friendly. They use 
the peaks for springboards—and sail off over the valley in 
which the city is. From my seventh-story window I watch 
them, and it would seem that I should be able to reach them. 
But I never have been able to. 

There are some very dear Wisdoms in this town. 

My next letter will be written to you from the Pacific 
coast. 


With love, 


Editor 


18 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| q 
| 
| 
| 
; 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


be 
FRANCES W. FOULKS 


A NEW SCHOOL DRESS 


With school days comes the need of new dresses. On the dress 
that we are going to make are a bit of smocking and some embroidered 
pockets. This work will make any goods that you use look quite 
smart. Perhaps thé smocking will be new to you. If so, try it on 
a bit of cloth before you begin work on the dress. 

First trace diagram | on a piece of cloth; then thread your needle 
and make a heavy knot in the thread. Pass the needle under the 
first dot of the first row, then under the second dot, and continue in 
this way across the row. See diagram 2. Be careful that you take 
up on your needle no more cloth than is covered by the dot. Draw 
the thread tight and fasten at the last dot. Gather each row in 
this way. This makes a group of little plaits. “To make these stay 
in place better, press them carefully with a hot iron; then take out the 
basting threads. 


& «& a 
Diagram 
Now we are ready to begin smocking. With heavy embroidery 
cotton in the needle, pass it, from the under side, through the first 
dot of the first row. Pass the needle under the second dot as you 


did when you gathered, and draw these two dots together. Holding 
them securely, make two more stitches under these two dots. From 
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above the dots, pass the needle straight down through the bottom of 
the plait to the wrong side. Next, bring the needle up on the second 
dot of the second row, then pass it under the third dot of the same 
row, and fasten these dots together as you did the other two. Be 
sure not to draw the thread tight underneath as you pass from the 
first to the second row. Return to the first row, and fasten the 
third and fourth dots of that 
row together. Then return 
to the second row and fasten 
together the third and fourth 
dots. Finish these two rows; 
then fasten your cotton. 
Work the third and — 
- rows in the same way. Dia- 

Di agrar a gram 3 shows how this piece 

of smocking should look. 

When you have learned to smock nicely, you are ready to begin 
your dress. 

Use a simple pattern, and cut the back straight and plain. Re- 
member to allow for the hem. Using the front of the pattern, cut a 
little yoke that will extend just to the neck in front. You can do 
this easily by folding the pattern from armhole to neck, and following 
the fold in cutting. See dotted lines on diagram 4. Take a piece of 
the material the length of pattern from neck to bottom of skirt, allow- 
ing for a hem. Fold this siren in the center, and mark. The 

; smocking should begin less 
than an inch from the top 
and extend about two and a 
half inches on each side of 
the center. First trace the 
dots on each side of center, 
and then make your smock- 
ing as you did on the practice 
piece. For the smocking use 
embroidery cotton of a color 
that will show nicely against 
the color of the dress ma- 
terial. 


Now you are ready to 


Diagram 3 
finish your dress. Baste the smocking to the little yoke, then lay on 
the front dress pattern and cut out neck and armholes. 

As this is a month when the outdoors is beautiful, you will be 
spending many of the out-of-school hours at play, so we shall leave 
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the pockets until next month. Then we shall have a number of de- 
signs, from which you may choose the one that you like best. 
This little dress is pretty if made of pongee, or of plain gingham, 
or of indian head, for school use; or you may 
make it of worsted, or silk, or velvet, for dress. 
Have you ever gone shopping and chosen the 
material for a new dress your very own self? 
If not, perhaps Mother will let you choose this 
one while she watches near by to see that you 
make a wise choice. Before you decide, think 
well whether the material will wear and laun- 
der well. Think about the color and the weight 
of the goods, and about the price. To make a 
wise choice, you should think of all these things, 
, _ for when one is going to put handwork on a 
D iaqtam{ dress it should be of material that is worth 
extra time and work. We call a wise choice 
good judgment. Every little girl needs to use good judgment, and 
the older she grows the more she will need to use it. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Dear Wees: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter 
or a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after 
your first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it be- 
cause we wish to let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young 
Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


THE Epiror 


AUTUMN 


FLORENCE Espuin (13 years) 
Avila, Calif. 
Oh! summer is passing, 
And autumn comes dashing; 
For the leaves are falling, 
And the birds are calling 
To fly to lands of sunnier clime, 
So listen! "Twill soon be harvest time. 
And, oh, what fun to see the hay 
All cut and tied and put away. 
The turkeys and hens are, oh, so fat, 
And so is the old gray Tommy cat; 
But I must stop, for you know the rest— 
Autumn is the time we love the best. 
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THE SEASONS 
GorDoN MILLER 


Beaverton, Ore. 


When you wish there weren’t any school 
Where you learn to use the rule, 

And the world is waking from it’s snore, 
And the snow is no more, 

And you always want to sing, 

It is spring! 


When the apples are juicy and red, 
And you don’t want to go to bed, 
And you see the bees about the hive, 

And there are so many flowers you have to pass them by, 
And you’re glad to be alive, 

It is summer! 


When you think of pumpkin pie, 
And the snow is in the sky, 

And Thanksgiving is very nigh, 
And the cows stay in the stall, 
And the trees look few and tall, 
It is fall! 


When the snow falls fast or slow, 
And you think of that man of snow, 
And of Christmas night, 

When everything will be bright, 
And also of Christmas dinner, 


It is winter! 


GOD IS WITH YOU EVERYWHERE 


LENA Byrp (12 years) 
Wakefield, Va. 


One day my mother and father went away. In the meantime a 
storm came up. It thundered and lightened and rained. I was 
afraid at first and ran to a neighbor’s house. 

But a thought came to me. It said: “You are just as safe at 
home; God is with you everywhere,” and I went back home and 
have not been afraid of a storm since. 
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HOW MARJORIE RETURNED GOOD FOR EVIL 


JANE HALL (10 years) 
Balboa, Calif. 


Marjorie and Evelyn were playing with their dolls on the grass in 
front of their home. 

“T don’t like Frances,” said Evelyn. “She’s always so mean that 
‘T just can’t bear her,”’ she added, slipping a nightgown on her doll. 

“Well, nobody plays with her, so I don’t wonder that she’s mean,” 
said the good-natured Marjorie. 

Just then Frances passed by and made a face at them; then she 
picked up a stone and threw it at them. The stone hit Marjorie on 
the knee and hurt her, but she only smiled and said: 

“Please, Frances, let’s be friends and all play dolls together.” 

Frances stared; then finally she smiled shyly and said: “Oh, I’d 
just love to. I’m sorry I hit you, Marjorie.” 

That night Marjorie seemed so happy that her mother asked: 
“What makes you so happy, Marjorie?” 

Marjorie smiled and said: “I have found out that returning good 
for evil is the best thing to do.” 


THE BUNNY 


Giory B. Mears (9 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


“Don’t shoot,” said the rabbit, 
“Tt’s such a bad habit. 

Although you think it fun, 

If you were the bunny 

And I the chap with the gun, 
It wouldn’t be quite so funny.” 


TWO LOVELY BIRDS 


VIOLET SMITH (8 years) 
La Grange, IIl. 


One stormy day I found two lovely baby birds. Their nest was 
turned upside down on the ground and they were under it. I went 
to tell my mother and I begged her to go to see the little birds. We 
carefully lifted them up and took them home. The next morning I 
fed them. The mother bird came and found her little baby birds. 
She helped to feed them, too. They grew and grew until they were 
big; then they got feathers. The mother bird taught them how to 
fly, and then they flew away. 


WEE WISDOM 


Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 
Motto—Love never fails. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in two 
months before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for December Wee Wisdom must be in by October 1. 

Peter Pan Caps—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. All the names need not be sent at one time; when 
you send in the fifth name remind us that you wish the cap, and we will mail it to 
you. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
other Boosters. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for each of them. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am six years old and I love you. My mamma reads 
you to me. I like The Prayer of Faith. I say it when I have toothache, and 
it stops.—Geoffrey Mandy (S. Africa). 

Dear Unity—I thank you for helping me through school. I passed with 
a G plus, though I was absent a great deal. I have been healed of asthma. 
I like Wee Wisdom very much. Best of all I like Home Tots.—Kenneth Grimm. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When you come to our house I am very glad. I 
like to read The Prayer of Faith; sometimes I read it in school. One day I 
lost my watch. I kept saying the part of the prayer which reads, ‘God is my 
help in every need,”’ and one afternoon I found out that my watch had been 
found. When you come, the first thing I look for is Blanche’s Corner, to find 
out what David, Kegs, Chink, Red Sloan, Cousin Bob, Bige, and others are 
doing. I also like to read Home Tots, which is about Buddy and others.— 
Daniel Eric Moore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One night a car ran over my little dog’s foot. I said 
The Prayer of Faith, and the next morning his foot was better. I could not do 
without The Prayer of Faith.— Pauline Chalk. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much and you are a great help to me. 
I like the poem in the first part of the magazine, and Magic Pillows, and the 
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puzzle page. I say The Prayer of Faith for other Wees. I lost my knife; I 
said The Prayer of Faith and I soon found my knife.—Phillip Briggs. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When we are having a test in arithmetic or any other 
subject I say The Prayer of Faith before I begin. When I reach a very hard 
question I say, ‘God is my help.”” Once when my music lesson was very hard 
and I could not get the time, I stopped to say The Prayer of Faith, When 
I went to take my lesson my teacher told me it was fine. After I had finished 
I told her my secret.—Evelyn Ware. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—We have organized a club of six members, in our 
neighborhood, and we call it the Good Words Club. We use the Good Words 
Club pins, and earn the money for them by making pot-holders, bird houses, 
and many other things, which we sell. We have three boys and three girls in 
our club, and expect to get many more. Here are some of the ways we earned 
our money: Junior cleaned out his mother’s chicken house and earned $.25 for 
the club. Ernest sold a bird for a lady and earned $.25; he also sold pot- 
holders that the girls had made. Arthur sold pot-holders, and the girls helped 
sell them. The pot-holders sold for $.10 each. We also sold papers and tires 
to the junk man. Members of the club must not swear, lie, or say any harsh 
words to or about their neighbors. They have to pay a fine for every lie, or 
every harsh word they say. We are making a library from which our members 
can get good books to read. We get much of our material from Wee Wisdom. 
—Thelma Offutt. ‘ 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I had Wee Wisdom for six months, then it was 
renewed for my little brother, so you see we still get it. I took it to school 
and the teacher read stories out of it to the children. I paint all the Little Artist 
pictures. I give the magazines to my friends to read when I have finished with 
them. I hope to write for it myself some day.—May Belle Parson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We had a sacred concert and we took recitations 
from Wee Wisdom magazine. I am still saying The Prayer of Faith morning 
and night. I will try to save the dollar for Wee Wisdom and send to you as 
soon as possible. I like the long poem in the front of Wee Wisdom. I will 
always be Wee Wisdom’s friend. I have four sisters who are very glad to hear 
y arm I read to them from Wee Wisdom.—Norma Farrell, Trinidad, 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. Every month I look forward 
to your coming. I can read the stories myself now. Best I like “‘How Jimmy 
Came Through,” Blanche’s Corner, and Home Tots. Mother reads the stories 
to me sometimes, then I give them to different little friends—June Betteridge. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love Wee Wisdom and I get one every month. I 
learn the prayers and read the stories to my sister, who is four years old. She 
likes them very much. I like the little stories, the little songs, and Busy Sun- 
beams. I love The Prayer of Faith best of all—Ethne Gibbon (Johannes- 
burg, Australia). 

Dear Editor—I have taken Wee Wisdom magazine for two years. I have 
embroidered several of the designs and have made nearly all of the things ex- 
plained in Handicraft. My birthday is in the same month as Wee Wisdom’s. 
—Emily McCann. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have always been pleased with Wee Wisdom. I 
repeat The Prayer of Faith every night before closing my eyes. Through Wee 
Wisdom I have three girl friend Wees who write to me, and we enjoy the 
letters. I have learned to play the pretty little songs in Wee Wisdom. I like 
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to color and do cross word puzzles. We have the Unity Sunday school 
pamphlets, and I enjoy the lessons very much.—Elmer Perry. 

Dear Wees—I always wanted to subscribe for Wee Wisdom but could 
not. To my great surprise a dear lady subscribed for the magazine for a year, 
as a Christmas gift to my sister and me. I can’t thank her enough. I love 
the book from cover to cover, and can hardly wait for it to come. I know all 
the Wees enjoy it just as much, don’t you Wees?—Charlotte Melcher. 

Dear Editor—I like your magazine very much. I like to read the story 
of Blanche’s Corner and learn the little songs. I also enjoy the puzzle page. 
My grandma and I say The Prayer of Faith—Margaret Mason. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for four years. I 
know The Prayer of Faith by heart. I say it every night before I go to bed. 
Mamma takes Unity. I just love Wee Wisdom.—Carolyn Brown. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom is a favorite magazine of mine. I 
like the songs that are in it. I play them, and I try to teach them to my brother. 
I like the Busy Sunbeams too.—Marion K. Hart. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My cousin gets Wee Wisdom every month and she 
lets me read it. I have learned The Prayer of Faith and I say it every night. 
I am joining the Good Words Club. My parents and my two brothers live in 
California.— Lois Lucille Busby. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Leona Lucas; Rosa Date; Aldyne Grant; Rosamond Forde; Bartholomew 
Blfyn; Cosmos Lawrence; Floris Clarke; Virginia Hebard; Mabel Stewart; 
Alice Bower; June Anderson; Viola Neal; Anna Cooke; Myrtle Kearbey; 
Molly Brandt; Elizabeth Crazier; Lois Elizabeth Hutchinson; Beatrice Blair; 
Lena Mabel Byrd; Aennchen Schmidt; June Lucius; Evelyn Lucius; Elizabeth 
Moore; Hope Radloff; Meryl Plumley; William Ewing; Jack Chipperfield; 
Rachel Jones; Walter Jones; Ardys L. Engle. 


WEES WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Evelyn Ware: better disposition; Lena Byrd: obedience; Elmer Jamison: 
school work (arithmetic); Lucile Runkle: health; Mary Frazier: that she 
may not say bad words; Katherine Griggs: health and summer school work; 
Herman Blackman: success in work; Olga Persson: health for mother; Louise 
Garner: health; Alice Saunders: health; Elsie Miller: health; Louis liam: 
health; Lena Miller: health for cousin and self; Edith McNutt: health; 
Anna Carr: health. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Nathanael Kajo Baffoe (14 years), Wiadzi Ye Yaa bldg., 32 Dawson's 
Hill, Cape Coast, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Marjorie Golder (9 years), route 
Al, box A6, New Augusta, Ind.; Gertrude Golder (11 years), route Al, 
box A6, New Augusta, Ind.; Kathleen Quimby (15 years), Paola, Kans.; 
Lilian Rankine (16 years), “‘Bransholme”’ Struthewen, Arthurs Creek, Victoria, 
Australia; Bernard Mills, 29 Melbourne Road, Island Bay, Wellington, N. Z.; 
Cedric Foote, c/o Mr. D. W. Foote, Homewood, Pelorus Sound, N. Z.; 
William Hill, c/o Mr. R. Hill, Kaiwaka, Auckland, N. Z.; Katherine Griggs, 
615 Springhill ave., Shreveport, La.; Meryl Plumley (11 years), rfd 5, 
box 28, Cherryvale, Kans.; Herman E. G. Blackman (14 years), c/o Mar- 
tinez Office, Bridgetown, Barbardos, B. W. I.; Olga Persson (12 years), 
box 18, Bergland, Ont., Canada; Ardys L. Engle, box 65, Alanson, Mich.; 
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Willma Fuller (10 years), route 4, Nashville, Mich.; Myrtle Kearbey, 
route 1, box 53, Poplar Bluff, Mo.; Martha Currier (11 years), 1137 E. 
13th st., Oklahoma City, Okla.; Frances Culverwell (13 years), 2853 Belair 
place, n. e., Washington, D. C.; Blossom Rhone, 923 23d st., Des Moines, 
Ia.; Lucile Runkle (13 years), 1305 E. Adams st., Muncie, Ind.; Aldyne 
Grant (7 years), Karouth, Grenada, B. W. I.; Isaac A. Welbeck (16 years), 
p. o. box 314, Accra, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Evelyn Rasmussen (12 years), 
Fountain, Mich. 


HANDICRAFT 


Harold Evans Kellogg 


MATCH BOX CONTAINER 


The match box container is a piece of kitchen equipment that 
we feel sure each of our handicraft workers can make easily. This 
container is just the right size to hold an ordinary box of matches 
with the cover removed, and when completed it may be hung near 
the kitchen stove. 

Nice smooth boards 1% inch thick are used for its construction. 

To make the two side pieces, cut out two pieces of board 
314 by 5 inches. With a try-square and a ruler mark out a section 
3V4 by 1% inches, as shown in the illustration, and cut this section 
out with a saw. 

The back piece is 6 inches long and 3!/ inches wide. A small. 
hole is bored in the center of this piece, near the top, for hanging 
over a nail. Next cut out the bottom piece, which is 3!/. by 4 
inches in size. 

The upper front piece is 3147 inches square. The lower front 
piece is 314, by 1% inches. 

Sandpaper all pieces smooth and join them with tiny nails, or 
brads, using glue between the joints. Fasten the two side pieces 
to the back, first; then attach the upper and the lower front pieces. 
The bottom piece is put on last. 

The match box container may be stained with any ordinary wood 
stain, or wood dye, and then waxed, or it may be painted with 
two coats of white paint, just as we have painted the other models 
that we have learned to make. 

Now cut out a piece of coarse sandpaper 3 inches square, and 
attach to the upper front piece with glue, leaving a '/-inch margin 
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all around the sandpaper. Place a weight, such as a flatiron, over 
the sandpaper until dry, and the model is finished. 
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or She Lsitth Artis 


ietures fp Coloring, &dward Christma 


THE PURPLE: 


Tint background pale orange. Paint leaves yellowish-green. 
While paint is wet, shade or accent with blue. Stems are dark brown. 
Drop a little blue into some red for cluster at left, making a pinkish 
tint. Leave little high lights white. The ‘grapes of the lower cluster 
are riper and should be a dark bluish-purple. 

Drop a little blue into orange to make brown. 
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Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 5, 1926. 
THE TENT OF MEETING.—Exodus 33. 


GOLDEN TExT—Jehovah spake unto Moses face to face, as a man 
speaketh unto his friend —Exodus 33:11. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The tent of meeting about which we study in this lesson might be 
called the closet of prayer in which we meet and talk to God and in 
which God talks to us. The tent was pitched outside the camp and at 
some distance away, so that it would not be too near the noise and the 
mixed thoughts that the children of Israel were holding. 

When we pray we need to get still; the place of prayer in us must be 
away from all confusion in our thinking. Even our highest thoughts, 
until they are well trained in Truth, wander away from God; sometimes 
they turn to the worship of material things, as the children of Israel wor- 
shiped the golden calf. So long as our thoughts are of the human or 
mortal mind instead of the spiritual mind, our meeting place with God 
must be kept far from them. 

Though our thoughts may seem to be far from God, at times they 
turn toward spiritual things, as the Israelites watched Moses go to the 
tent of meeting. In this way they may become lifted up as they learn to 
seek and to find the higher power of Spirit. 

Moses knew that the Israelites could not enter into and enjoy the good 
things of the Promised Land unless the Spirit of God was with them. We 
get our greatest good and the highest use of that which we have when we 
are guided in its use by our spiritual. nature. 

When we go in prayer to God for help, in the “tent of meeting” 
that is within us, he never fails us. When we truly love him, his Spirit 
in us sets us apart from all those who will not serve him. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the “tent of meeting” about which this lesson tells? 
Until our thoughts are spiritualized, where must our place of prayer 
be kept? 
When do we get our greatest good? 
Does God ever fail us? 
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LEsson THOUGHT—! rejoice in the presence of God in me. 
MEMORY VERSE 


There is a secret place in me 
At which my Lord I meet; 
His loving presence there I see; 
He makes my life complete. 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 12, 1926 
GIFTS FOR THE TABERNACLE.—Exodus 35:4—36:7. 


GoLDEN TEXT— 
Honor Jehovah with thy substance, 
And with the first-fruits of all thine increase. 
—Proverbs 3:9. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 
We have learned that the body is the temple of God in us. When 


all our thoughts become spiritual then we shall have bodies that will live 
forever. Until we reach that perfect place in mind, our bodies may not 
live so long; they are like the tabernacle in which the Israelites worshiped 
for many years until they built the great temple at Jerusalem. 

Moses asked the Israelites to bring rich gifts to Jehovah, with which 
to build and to furnish the tabernacle. Some of the richest gifts that we 
can bring to God are the strong, pure thoughts that build clean, perfect 
bodies, or temples. 

The building of the tabernacle means to us the building of a new way 
of thinking. God showed Moses how the tabernacle should be built, 
and his perfect idea for his children teaches us how we shall build. 

Many precious gifts are needed to build our tabernacles and they 
must come from loving, willing hearts. The gold and the silver gifts 
stand for thoughts of wisdom. The fine linen is for purity of thought. 
The precious stones mean the eternal life that God wants us to have; the 
oil for the lamps is understanding of God’s truth. The spices and the 
oil for anointing stand for the sweet presence of the Holy Spirit in our 
hearts. 

All our giving should be done with cheerfulness and faith. Whether 
we give gifts of material things or gifts of loving service, we should feel 
that we are doing God’s will in the giving. When we give up material 
and selfish thoughts, that the Christ may have his way in us, we should 
give in joy and gladness. We must really want to give, and not feel 
that we give only because it is our duty to give. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What kind of bodies shall we have when all our thoughts are spiritual > 
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What are some of the richest gifts that we can bring to God? 
What teaches us how we shall build our bodies? 
How should we give? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ lovingly and cheerfully bring to God the rich 
gifts of thoughts and deeds. 


MEMORY VERSE 
The richest gifts I gladly bring 
To build God’s holy place; 
I'd yield my life and everything 
To keep within his grace. 


Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 19, 1926. 


OBEDIENCE TO LAW (TEMPERANCE LESSON). 
—Leviticus 26. 


GoLDEN TExT—Drink no wine nor strong drink, thou, nor thy sons 
with thee—Leviticus 10:9. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEAGHES 


Everything that we need or want comes to us because of our using 
God’s laws. We use them by training our minds to think about these laws 
and to shape our acts as the laws guide us. So, as we have learned, 
all that we have is the result of the thoughts that we think. 

The blessings that God promised to the children of Israel are the 
things that all persons want today. They are food, health, happiness, 
and freedom from fear and worry. To get health we use God’s law of 
life and strength. Food and clothing and such things come to us as we 
use the laws of supply that God has taught us. He also has laws by 
which we can find freedom and happiness. 

The keeping of God’s laws and the doing of the things that they teach 
us might be called keeping the law of right thinking. We must think the 
thoughts of Truth, we must see the good only; we must speak and do 
only that which is true and wholesome and good. When we try to think 
in this way, we are seeking the kingdom of God and his righteousness. 
Jesus told us that all things shall be added when we seek the kingdom. 

The rain that was promised to the Israelites means to us the sweet, 
refreshing presence of God that is showered upon those whose thoughts are 
fixed on the perfect and good. The showers of God’s presence help such 
persons to bring forth many fruits in the form of ideas of life and of love 
and of truth. 

God does not send troubles upon us; they can come to us only because 
of our error thinking. When we know that wrong thinking causes evil, 
we can guard our thoughts so as to bring into our lives only the good. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


How do we use God’s laws? 

What are we doing when we think and act that which is true 
and good? 

What is the meaning of the rain that God promised the Israelites? 
How do troubles come to us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—1 obcy the law of right thinking and doing, 
and I am blessed in all my ways. 
MEMORY VERSE 
Of harvest springing from the seed 
God is the loving cause; 
He sends me all that I may need, 
If I but keep his laws. 


Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 26, 1926. 
REVIEW: EARLY LEADERS OF ISRAEL. 


GOLDEN TExT—Let us run with patience the race that is set before 
us, looking unto Jesus the author and perfecter of our faith—lHebrews 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


From the lessons of this quarter we learn the freeing power that Truth 
has in us as we journey from the darkness of ignorance to the light of 
understanding. 

The work of Moses in leading the Israelites while they wandered in 
the wilderness gives us a perfect picture of the actions of our high spiritual 
thoughts in freeing us from darkness and bondage; the slavery in which the 
Israelites were held stands for that bondage. 

Truth cannot be destroyed in us; when it seems in danger God finds a 
way to care for it, just as he raised up Moses and had him trained so that 
he might save Israel. The strength of Moses came because he was ruled 
by the I AM, and when we put ourselves under the same leadership, strength 
and wisdom come to us. 

The Passover teaches us to pass over from the old to the new way 
of thinking, by putting away error and building Truth within us. The 
care and the protection that God gives us are shown in the saving of the 
Israelites at the Red Sea; the manna stands for the spiritual food upon 
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which we may live. From the wise counsel that Jethro gave Moses we 
learn the value of loyalty and of working together. 

The lessons on the Ten Commandments teach us to love God and 
man, that we may treat them fairly and justly. The tent of meeting stands 
for the secret place within us where we can talk to God and hear his loving 
voice. To the temple we bring our richest gifts, because God is the loving 
source from which all good comes. 

The temperance lesson shows us that every good thing is brought into 
our lives by our working with God’s law. As we follow these lesson steps 
we grow in spiritual understanding. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What do we learn from the lessons of this quarter? 
Of what are the wanderings of the Israelites a picture? 
From what did the strength of Moses come? 
How is every good thing brought into our lives? 


LEsson THOUGHT—1 hold to the Truth of my being and I am made 


MEMORY VERSE 


I walk from ignorance to light, 
The I AM leads my way; 

Its presence guides my steps aright, 

In school, at work, at play. 


By love divine we daily live, 
For daily bread our thanks we give. 
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PUZZLE PAGE 


In the spilled ink there are nine pictures that the young artist 
thought of making. If you look closely you can see his thought- 
pictures as plainly as you could have seen them if he had made them 
with his pen. 


CONUNDRUM 


My whole consists of 76 letters 
and is a very important quotation 
from the Bible. 
My 62-65-9-15 is a bird. 
My 63-49-44-70-72-54-7-5 is to make 
beautiful. 
My 74-34-76-71-18 is not old. 
My 30-61-22-67 is to be happy. 
My 4-16-37-69 is gentle. 
My 56-28-60-23-19 is splendid. 
My 40-41-26-47-12 does say. 
My 2-32-59-68-46 is a girl’s name. 
My 58-31-13-55-3 is what the sun does. 
My 57-6-17-50-64 is intelligence. 
My 21-73-39-1 is what a rolling stone doesn’t gather. 
My 25-75-8-14-52 is to raise. 
My 27-5 1-42-24-40 dispatches. 
My 48-33-38-66 is to take notice. 
My 43-29-36-53 is something from which we eat. 
My 45-20-11-35-10 is an Egyptian water lily. 


Answer to last month’s picture puzzle: dandelion, coxcomb, 
buttercup, zinnia, lamb’s-quarters, four-o’clock, lady-slipper, candy- 
tuft, cornflower, snowball. 
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THE FAIR 


The first Saturday after school commenced was fair day at the 
county seat. Every one in the neighborhood got up early, and the 
chores were done in. record time. As David was eating breakfast the 
Sloan family car went by on the big road, with Red waving wildly 
and shouting greetings on the cool morning air. 

“Let’s hurry, Daddy. It’s after 8 o’clock, and there will be so 
many things to see at the fair,” David said anxiously. 

““We shall have all day, Son,” smiled his father. “I don’t 
think you will miss anything.” 

By 9 o'clock they were driving up the lane, with Bige sitting 
beside David, very stiff and important. 

When they had parked the car at the fairgrounds, they helped 
Mother carry some things to the big tent under the trees, where the 
Ladies’ Aid was going to serve dinner. Then David and his father, 
with Cousin Bob, who had joined them, went to look at the stock. 
There were fine cattle and enormous hogs, but the poultry exhibit 
interested David most of all. There they met Red and Chink. 

““There certainly are some fine-looking birds,” said Red. “If 
we Spartans had any money I’d move that we buy that black game 
chicken for a mascot. Watch him step!” 

“You're game enough, Red,” laughed Cousin Bob, we 
don’t need a mascot.” 

“No,” agreed Red, “‘we have one, and there he is now.”” He 
pointed to the other end of the tent where Kegs, a box of crackerjack 
in one hand and a bottle of soda pop in the other, was beckoning 
violently with both. 

““We’d better go down and see what he wants, before he pops,” 
suggested Chink. 

“Take your time, Sonny,” warned Red as they reached Kegs. 
“Swallow what you have in your mouth before you try to talk, or 
you ll have apple—whatever it is.” 
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“How could I get apple-anything from eating crackerjack >” 

’ demanded Kegs. “Do you fellows want to see something? Come on 
down here. They have a rooster that lays eggs and a hen that crows. 
Honestly !”” he added as the boys appeared unconvinced. 

““Kegsy,”” said Red solemnly, “I always knew that you would eat 
and drink too much some day. It’s made you cross-eyed.” 

“Come on and see for yourselves,” replied Kegs. 

When they had exhausted the sights in the stock show they went 
down the midway, where they tried their skill in shooting at targets. 
David made the highest score with the rifle, but when they came to 
the booth where the trick was to throw large rings around canes, 
Red outdistanced them all. 

“That’s because I’ve had so much practice playing horseshoe,” 
he asserted. 

By this time the sword swallower was devouring his luncheon of 
steel. 

“Tt looks real,”’ said Chink. 

“It’s a fake,” declared Red. “Why, he'd cut his stomach.” 

“He does really swallow it,” said Kegs. “I got up close to 
the platform and I saw him put it into his mouth.” 

Before this question was settled some one called that the baby 
contest would take place immediately, and the gang ran to see it. 
There were fat babies and lean ones, light-haired ones, dark-haired 
ones, red-haired ones, and some with no hair at all. Red’s baby 
sister, whose curly hair was the color of his own, won the prize 
for year-old baby girls. The gang formed a parade—Red in the lead 
with his baby sister on his shoulder, and Bige bringing up the rear. 
Around and around the grounds they went, stopping at last in the tent 
where the canned fruits and the homemade cakes were being judged. 
Old Judge Kerg had tasted so many cakes that his face was purple. 
At last he announced that David’s mother baked an angel food cake 
that truly was food for angels. At this announcement the Spartans 
formed in parade again. David gladly would have tried to carry his 
mother on his shoulders but she declined, so Bige was hoisted to that 
place of honor. 

Soon the dinner bell sounded from the Ladies’ Aid tent and 
David lined the gang up for instructions. 

““Mother is to have the table at this end,” he told them. “She 
said that if we all sat there she would take good care of us. Let’s 
go!” 

Jumping over tent ropes and scrambling around cars, the gang 
managed to reach the tent in time to choose their places. As David 
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settled himself he felt a cold little nose on his hand. He winked 


down into a pair of trusting brown eyes. “Just keep quiet, old boy, 
and I'll not forget you,” he whispered. If David’s mother thought 
that her son had an unusual appetite, she probably told herself that 
it was due to the exercise and the excitement. When dinner was 
over Bige emerged from under the table looking quite satisfied and 
happy. 

Then came the races. First was the plow-horse race. The big 
fellows did not move over the ground very fast but they made this 
up to their riders by bouncing them high into the air at every leap. 

Next was the trotting race. The horses were off at the sound 
of the gong, which was an old plowshare rapped smartly with a long 
iron bolt. During the excitement of this race, a baby reached down 
from its perch in its mother’s arms to pat Bige, and dropped the 
contents of an ice cream cone on his back. Bige slunk away, a very 
sticky and uncomfortable pup. 

After the races the crowd drifted toward the cold drink stands 
for a last thirst-quencher before starting home. 

“Where is Bige>”’ asked Cousin Bob. David whistled. There 
was no answer. Over and over again the boys whistled and called, 
but no Bige came running in answer. They searched the grounds, 
with no results. David was wandering toward the parking space, 
with a very white, set face, when he heard his father call. Running 
to the car he looked inside, where his father pointed. There, curled 
up on the floor of the car, was the dirtiest, stickiest, muddiest dog 
he had ever seen. The only familiar things about him were the brown 
eyes looking mournfully into David’s. The boy gathered him—dirt 
and all—in his arms, then gave the Spartan call to gather in the gang. 

“T’'ll bet I know what happened,” laughed Red when they all had 
rejoiced that the lost was found. ‘““When that baby dropped the ice 
cream on Bige, he rolled in the dust trying to get it off. Then he 
was so dirty and sticky that he was ashamed and crawled into the 
car out of sight.” 

All the way home Bige stayed in the bottom of the car, but 
after a bath and supper he was in better spirits, and he nipped Ebbie 
gently on the ear before going to sleep. 
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GETTING THE LESSO 


After a whole summer of play it is rather hard to settle down 
to serious study again. Arithmetic, history, spelling, and geography 
may have become, during the summer months, perfect bugaboos. 

The booklet, “Lessons for Young Students,” by Imelda 
Octavia Shanklin, editor of your own Wee Wisdom magazine, 
will help you greatly in conquering the lesson bugaboos. The 
lessons in this booklet will give you the right start on this year’s 
work; they will help you to give the very best to your studies, 
to your friendships, to your work, and to your play, and conse- 
quently they will help you to get the best out of these things too. 

These lessons were written especially for the older Wee 
Wisdom folk, for those who are beginning to understand the Christ 
principles and to know how to use them in their own affairs. Any 
of the boys and girls ten years of age or older will enjoy and 
profit by a study of this booklet of Truth lessons. 

Miss Shanklin explains very clearly and simply in these lessons 
the following subjects: “Life,” “‘Health,” “Goodness,” “Love,” 
“The Temple,” “Knowing,” “Kindness,” “Faith,” “Obedience,” 
“Truth,” “Thought-Words,” and “Image-Likeness.” At the end 
of each chapter she gives several affirmations and a list of questions 
to aid you in your study of the subject of that chapter. 

You will enjoy studying these lessons, and you will soon find 
just how much they will help with all your other lessons—and 
with all your workaday problems, in fact. But remember—you 
must study “Lessons for Young Students” if you are to get help 
from it. 

The price of this 62-page booklet is $.35. You and Mother 
and Dad will all think it worth much more than that by the time 
you have finished studying it. 
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I am awake! 


The sun crept softly ‘cross my face 
And I awoke. 

The birds outside my window ledge 
Are twittering to me. 

“Come out,” they say; 

“This lovely day 

Was made for such as we.” 
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CANARY’S NEW SUIT 


Aunt Ellen went away on a visit. 
She left Goldie, her canary bird, at our 
house. Mother takes care of him. 

Aunt Ellen calls her bird Goldie be- 
cause he sings so well and because his 
feathers are yellow. 

Goldie’s cage is yellow, too. There 
are little baskets on the side of the cage. 
They hold Goldie’s food and water. 
Mother lets me put green things into 
the cage for him to eat. 

Goldie does not sing much now. He 
is growing a new suit of clothes, for 
winter, Mother says. Daddy said the 
bird is lucky, because he can grow a suit 
of clothes when he needs a change. 
Daddy said that he will have to sell 
wheat next week, to buy him a new suit. 

Sometimes mother shuts all the 
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doors. Then she lets Goldie out of his 
cage, and he flies around in the room. 
One day he lit on my head. I stood 
still until he flew away. 

I am glad that Aunt Ellen left Goldie 


at our house. 
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LITTLE WILLIE'S 
WINDOWPANES 


HARRIET PUTNAM 


I love my pretty windowpanes; 

ey bring nice pictures near, 

And when I stand on tippytoes, 
I see from there to here. 


The road goes walking up and down, 
The trees walk hand in hand, 

And people go to market town 
From every place and land. 


My baby brother and my nurse, 
My little doggy, too, 


¥ 
Ay | a 
| ¥ 


‘WISDOM 


Are pictures on the panes, and look 


Just as they really do. 


I see a church with cross of gold 
And spire that meets the sky, 

And all the people coming out, 
Who wait to say good-by. 


And for a little boy or girl 
Who can't go out to play, 
e windowpanes make picture books 
That shorten a long day. 


rs & 
| 
SSS 
\ 
3 
#3 
att) 
| 
il) 


WEE WISDOM 


SONG. SEPTEMBER 
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4 Orchestra—an insect tune; 
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BLANCHE 


¥4 Summer gave a three-act play: 
Butterflies in gay ballet; 
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Drum—the bumblebee's “zoon 
zoon.” 

Now the play is finished quite: 

4 Curtain, filmy, soft, and light, 

| Made of blue and purple haze, | 


Falls—and these are autumn 
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MORNING 

ia I get dressed 
_ And brush my hair, 


Thoughts for the day 


I'll choose with care. 


\ 


As I pull on 
My shoes, I'll know 9m 
God's wisdom thoughts ! 
Before me go. 


If one lack-thought 

:, Slips in at night, 

I'll turn it right 
Out with the light. 


| yA =e 
/ | \ 
Wet 
\ | Y / 
/ Xz 4 
| 
a | 3 res 
Lie’ 


